


ifheauen haue any grecuous plague in ftorc> 

Exceeding thofe that I canwifh vpon thee: 

O let them keepc it till thy finnes be tipe,. 

And ihen hurle downc their indignation 
On thee the cr^ubler ofthe poore worlds peace; 

T he wonne of confci encc ftill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft for traitors while thou liueft. 

And take deepe traitors for thy dearcft friends, 

No flccpe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlelfc it be whileft fometormenting dreame 
Aff ights thce,witha hell ofvgly diucls. 

Thou e!uifhmaikc,abortiue rooting hog. 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The (Luc of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou (launder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Thou lotlied iftue of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted,&c, 

Glo, Margaret, 

02, M, Richard. Glo, Ha. 

Q». M. 1 call thee not. 

Glo, Then I crie thee mercie;for I had thought 
Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter names. 

Q«. Ad. W hy (b I did, bur lookt for no replie, 

O let me make the period to my curfe, 

Glo, Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret, (felfe, 

Qu, Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 
Q^Ad, Poore painted Qucene, vaineflounfhafmy for* 
Why ft re. v ft thou fuger on that bottled fpider, (tunc: 

Whofe deadly web cnfnareth tbcc about: 
Foole,foole,thou whetft a knife to kil 1 thy felfe. 

The time will come when thou (halt wifh for me, 

To helpe thee cuife that poifoned hunchback ttoade v 
II iji, Falfe boadihg woman, end thy frantike curfe* 
Lead to thy liarme thou moue our patience, 

Ad , Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mow’d ml ne, 
R>, Were you wcllferu’d you would be taught yourd ty. 

Ad , To ferue me well;) ou all fhould do me duue, 
Teach me to be your Queensland yon my fubiefis 
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O feme me well, and teach yours felues thatdutic. 

Dorf. Dilute not with her, (he islunatique. 

Q^Ad. Peace Mafter Marques, you are malapert, 
Your fire- new ftampe of honour is fcarfe currant ; 

O that your yong nobilitic could iudge. 

What t were to loofc it and be miferable: 

They that (land high, haue many blafts to (hake them. 
And if they fall,they dafli thcmfelues to peeces. 

Glo, Good counfcll mary,lcarnc it,learneit Marques, 
Dor, Ittouchcthyou (my Lo:) as much as me. 

Glo. Y ea,and much more, but I was borne fb high, 
Our aiery buildeth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies with the windc,and fcornes the funne. 

Q«. Ad, And tomes the (unne to (hade,alas, alas, 
Witncs my fonne, now in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright ou: fhining beames,thy cloudie wrath. 
Hath in etcrnall darkenefte foulded vp: 

Your aiene buildeth in our airies neft, 

O God that feed it, do not fuffer it; 

As it was wonne with b!oud,loft be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for fhame, if not for charitie, 

Q U M. Vrge neither charitie nor fhame to me, 

V ncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

Andthamcfully by you my hopes arc butcherd , 

My charitie is outrage,life my fhame, 

And in my fhame ftill liue my forro wes rage. 

Bhc\, Haue done, 

Q JM, O Princely Buckingham, I will kifle thy hand; 
In (igne of league and ami; ie with thee: 

Now faire befall thee, and thy Princely houfe. 

Thy garments are not fpottad with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compalle of my curfe. 

Buck, Nor no one here, for curfes neuer paflc 
The Hps ofthofe that breath them in the aire. 

Q *_Ad, Ilenotbelceuebuithcy afeend the skie. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleepmg peace, 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Lookc when he fawnes,he bites, and when he bites, 
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